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the artist; but that of the last drama is the more
terrible, for the failure is conditioned, not by the natural
course of life, but by inward disillusionment. Thus
When We Dead Awaken is a very sombre drama, as
hopeless in its outlook as even the wintry play of
John Gabriel Workman.
When We Dead Awaken is very far from being a
great, or even a good drama; rather it is the weakest—
weakest in form, weakest in characters—of all
Ibsen's mature work; it is even marred by several
inexplicable inconsistencies. Advancing years were
exacting their tribute; Ibsen's hand was losing its
cunning. Moreover, abstract allegory has here
triumphed completely over life-giving poetry. It
is not easy to extricate the idea which the poet has
embodied in his epilogue, or even to understand the
intimately personal implications it undoubtedly
contains. There comes in every man's life, Ibsen
would seem to say, a moment when his whole life-
happiness, the triumphant fulfilment of his calling,
is within his grasp; but few mortals know how to
grasp it, or have the courage to grasp it. In previous
dramas he had shown us men wilfully throwing away
the opportunity, and chasing after the will-o'-the-
wisp of power, of wealth, of fame. If they failed,
it could be said of them that they were faithless to
their true calling, and their fate was deserved. But
now the disconcerting thought appears that even
the calling may be a will-o'-the-wisp. Rubek has
sacrificed the joy of life for his vocation, only in the end
to doubt whether it had any reality at all.
Irene, symbol of the life-joy without which life
is only a living death, had stood model to Rubek
when he created his great piece of sculpture, " The
Resurrection Day". Confident in his art, he
had sacrificed Irene, renounced the happiness she
might have brought into his life. He had forgotten
her, forgotten that he had once promised to take her
up on a high mountain and show her all the glories

